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We,  the  Class  of  ±95k,  dedicate 
this  Shipbuilder  to 
MRS.  JA1EL  W.  VOSE, 
home  room  teacher  and  Senior  Advisor 
who,  by  her  own  example,  taught  us 
the  meaning  of  patience  and  kindness . 
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When  all  else  is  lost  the 
future   still  remains" 
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PRESIDENT 
BRIAN  REED 
"BOORAY" 
"Ability  is  of  little 


account  without  opportunity" 


VICE-PRESIDENT 


°*/e 


TREASURER 

FAY  CAVANAQ] 
"FAY" 
"No  man's  credit 
as  good  as  his  mone 


JUDY  ADAMS 
"SPEED" 
'Obey  thine  impulse — 

Riost  of  the  time'1 
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ANN  WILSON 
"JELLY  BEAN" 
"Nothing  great  was 
ever  achieved  without  enthusiasm" 


CAROLE  FARNSWORTH 
"Silence  is  more  eloquent  than  words 


PAUL  ROBINSON 
"Fortune  favors 
the  audacious"  0/ 
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CLIFFORD  HANSON 
"CLIFF" 

"Politeness  goes  far, 
yet  costs  nothing" 


RITA  LEAVITT 
"A  good  laugh  is  sunshine  in  -a.  house" 


HILDA  PANALL 

"HILLY" 
"Earnestness  is  the 
salt  of  eloquence" 


SHIRLEY  GILBERT 
"SHIRL" 

"Her  voice  was  ever  soft, 
Gentle  and  low,  an  excellent 

thing  in  woman." 


LEE  MCKENNY 
"DAD" 


"The  only  way  to  have 


a  friend  is  to  be  one"1-' 


We,  the  Seniors  of  the  High  School  of  Norwell,  County  of  Plymouth,  and  State  of  Massachusetts, 
being  of  almost  legal  age  and  sound  mind  and  memory,  do  make,  do  publish,  and  do  declare 
this  our  Last  Will  and  Testament,  hereby  revoking  and  annulling  any  and  all  Will  or.  Wills 
by  us  made  heretofore: 

Item  I:    We  direct  that  all  our  back  dues  and  present  graduating  expenses  be  paid  by 
future  Senior  treasuries  as  soon  as  possible  after  our  graduation. 

Item  II:  To  our  beloved  successors,  the  present  Juniors,  we  do  will  and  bequeath  a 
hall  monitor  who  will  discreetly  overlook  various  disturbances  in  the  lavs.  By  our 
direction,  this  service  will  be  rendered  free  of  charge. 

Item  III:    To  the  terrible  three,  namely  Jim  Brown,  Paul  W.  Robinson,  and  Billy  Cobb, 
we  do  will  and  bequeath  our  special  formulas  written  on  the  subject,  "How  to  date 
new  girls,  and  still  keep  old  girlfriends  on  the  string."    This  edition  comes  with 
a  list  of  telephone  numbers  within  a  ten  mile  radius  of  Norwell. 

Item  IV:    To  the  girls  of  the  Junior  Class,  we  do  will  and  bequeath  a  new  succession 
of  all  male  teachers,  as  the  Senior  girls  believe  that  male  teachers  have  a  better 
effect  on  female  students.    Invested  in  this  will  is  a  provision  that  these  men  shall 
be  handsome,  and.  good-natured.    These  bundles  from  Bridgewater  will  also  be  broad- 
minded  during  marking  periods. 

Item  V:    To  the  Sophomore  Class,  next  year's  Juniors,  we  leave  our  well-worn  rules 
and  plans  for  antagonizing  Seniors.    Said  rules  follow  thusly: 

A.  Steal  Seniors'  books,  pencils,  and  boyfriends.    This  probably  is  the  worst  crime 
you  could  commit  against  a  Senior,  as  they  hate  being  outdone  by  lowerclassmen. 

B.  Cut  in  front  of  them  in  the  lunch  line.    If  said  Seniors  do  not  have  you  out  of 
a  third  story  window  for  such  an  offense,  you  will  get  a  big  kick  out  of  watching 
their  faces  turning  slowly  from  orange  to  deep  purple. 

C.  Criticize  the  way  the  boys  wear  their  clothes;  tell  the  girls  that  their  haircuts 
are  strictly  for  the  birds.    If  you  succeed  in  being  completely  obnoxious  to  them, 
they  will  never  blackjack  you  into  buying  tickets  for  their  various  dances  and 
entertainments . 

Item  VI:    To  the  Sophomores  of  '5>S>,  we  do  will  and  bequeath  our  talent  for  always 
sponsoring  successful  dances.    This  is  a  very  valuable  asset  as  yon  will  find  when 
you  discover  you  won't  have  enough  money  to  graduate. 

Item  VII:    All  the  rest  and  residue  of  our  estate  and  property  of  any  kind  and  property 
whatsoever,  we  bequeath  to  the  Freshmen.    For  no  explainable  reason,  these  scraps  always 
seem  to  go  to  the  Freshmen,  and  they  contain  these  items. 

1.  A  manual  entitled,  "How  to  say,  'No'."    This  is.  a  great  help  when  upperclassmen 
try  to  persuade  you  to  run  their  errands. 

2.  We  leave  you  our  surplus  confidence  and  self-reliance,  you  will  now  be  able  to  face 
your  first  day  as  Freshmen  without  melting  away  in  fright. 

3.  Last  of  all,  we  bequeath  you  Bryan  Reed.    We  commit  this  act  of  generosity  for  no 
particular  reason  except  'Jiat  we  don't  want  him.    Anyway,  bryan  has  a  preference  for 
Freshmen. 

Item  VIII:    To  all  members  of  the  Faculty,  we  do  bequeath  renewed  patience  and  determination 
with  which  to  face  the  long,  fruitless  years  ahead.    We  also  leave  you  the  guarantee  that 
there  will  never  be  another  class  equal  to  ours  in  Norwell  High  School. 

Item  IX:    We  nominate  and  appoint  our  beloved  counselor,  friend  and  advisor,  Mrs.  Vose,  of 
Room  6,  Executrix  of  this  our  Last  Will  and  Testament,  to  serve  without  bond. 


In  Witness  'Whereof  we  have  hereunto  set  our  hands  to  this  our  La^t  Will  ana  Testament. 
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A  DOUBLE  COMEBACK 

The  early  morning  mist  floated  in  gray  wisps  over  the  track  and  infield. 
The  horses  out  for  an  early  morning  "breeze"  galloped  in  sweeping  strides  over 
the  turf.    Shrill,  urging  cries  and  sharp,  whistled  tunes  could  be  faintly 
heard  above  the  roll  of  the  horses'  hoofs,, 

A  thin  little  man  with  sandy  red  hair  caressed  the  arched  neck  of  a  big 
bay.    As  Red  Pollard  whispered  to  him,  the  big  stallion  cocked  his  head  wisely 
to  one  side,  the  bright  liquid  eyes  showing  excitement. 

"You  and  me  is  gonna  show  'em  today,  ain't  we  Biscuit?    We's  had  hard 
luck,  but  this  afternoon  we  is  gonna  be  in  the  winner's  circle." 

Red  had  been  in  the  hospital  for  many  months  and  the  bay  stallion  had  been 
seriously  lame0 

The  jockey's  dressing  room  was  hot  and  steamy.    The  hiss  of  showers  could 
be  heard  above  the  laughter  and  talk.    Red  sat  quietly  in  a  corner  by  himself 
as  he  donned  his  scarlet  silks.    He  strolled  outside  and  paced  up  and  down  the 
stable  yard.    He  couldn't  understand  why  ne  was  so  nervous  ana  tense.  Hadn't 
he  ridden  in  many  races  in  his  day?    He  neard  people  say,  "Ola  man  Howard  must 
be  really  hard  up  to  let  Pollard  ride  the  Biscuit." 

It  was  a  beautiful  day,  the  clouds  in  the  sky  looked  like  bolls  of  cotton. 
The  sun  burned  down  on  all  the  horses  and  riders.    Suddenly  he  heard  his  call, 
"Jockeys  up]"    An  attendant  lifted  Red  into  the  saddle  and  led  horse  and  jockey 
to  the.  track.    The  horses  were  eager,  dancing  and  side-stepping  as  they  neared 
the  starting  gate.    One  golden  bay  stallion  stood  out  among  all  the  field  as 
his  streamline  body  pranced  down  the  track  and  a  thin  hunched  figure  leaned 
forward  whispering  an  encouraging  word  into  alert  ears. 
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"We'll  do  the  best  we  can,"  Red  thought  as  he  rode  his  horse -into  the 
starting  stall  and  the  door  slammed  shut  behind  him.    The  horses  were  tense 
and  dripping  with  sweat;  the  jockeys,  gripping  their  bats,  were  trying  to  quiet 

the  excited  animals.    Clang!        There  was  a  roar  from  the  crowd  that  echoed 

throughout  the  stands,  and  shrill  cries  sounded  from  the  jockeys  as  the  horses, 
on  atomic  powered  legs,  sprang  from  the  gate  and  thundered  down  the  track. 
Red  Pollard  was  no  longer  nervous.    This  was  his  business! 

II 

The  crowd  had  gone,  leaving  all  the  debris  behind  them.    Grooms  were 
laughing  and  joking  as  they  walked  horses,  steaming  hot  from  tne  races.  A 
rather  stout  man  in  a  datfk  gray  suit  waliced  briskly  down  the  staole  floor. 
He  stopped,  unlatched  a  dbor,  and  walked  into  a  stall.    He  found,  not  to  his 
surprise,  a  little^  sandy-haired  man.    He  laid  his  hand  on  Pollard's  thin  shoulder, 
"You  and  the  Biscuit  ran  a  fine  race.    I  knew  you  could  do  it."    The  little 
jockey  smiled,  "When  we  came  around  the  far  turn,  I  asked  him  and  he  gave  me  all 
he  had,"    Seabiscuit,  one  of  the  greatest  race  horses  of  all  time,  raised  his  head 
and  gave  Red  Pollard  a  playful  shove. 

Laura  Cunningham  '57 


AN  AGE  OLD  DISPUTE 

Electric  trains  are  great  little  toys, 
Intensely  enjoyed  by  Dad  and  the  boys. 
But  wouldn't  it  be  nice  if  boys  could  play 
With  these  novel  gadgets — alone  all  day? 
We  could  in  so  much  more  fun  engage 
If  Dad  would  only  act  his  age! 
Since  these  toys  hold  fascination, 
Is  there  more  need  for  explanation? 
But  of  course,  the  real  fun  was  had 
By  good  old  "Second  Childhood"  Dad! 

David  Knight  '56 


A  GEOMETRY  BOOK 

This  is  Morwell  High  School.    All  around  are  students. . .Dum  Da  Dum  Dumi 
It's  ft»20  a.m.;  the  first  class  bell  has  just  rung.    My  name  is  Plane  Geometry; 
I'm  a  geometry  book.    My  job  is  to  help  my  students  learn  postulates  and 
theorems.    All  I  want  to  teach  them  is  the  facts.    That's  all  I  want-the  facts. 

Some  of  my  experiences  through  an  ordinary  day,  I  shall  now  enumerate. 
The  long  struggle  starts  when  I  am  being  pushed  around  in  a  desk.    At  last  I  am 
found  and  piled  up  with  the  rest  pf  my  colleagues:    World  History,  Latin,  English, 
and  French,    Slowly  we  trudge  up  the  s  tairs.    Wow!    That  cute  Freshman  Algebra 
book  just  passed,  -We  have  just  been  thrown  into  a  locker.    Hark!    I  hear  a  ' 
whimpering  noise.    Just  as  I  thought  a  young  library  book  that  is  not  used  to 
this  rough  treatment,    A  tear  rolls  down  my  cove1*  as  I  remember  my  first  few 
weeks  in  this  sweatbox. 

Oh,  there's  a  light.,, time  for  Geometry  II,    Today  there  is  a  test.  Now 
my  skill  goes  to  work.    Thank  goodness  I  can  see  between  the  pages.    "Hey!  No, 
Jane,  that's  the. wrong  axiom!"    Gosh,  she  can't  hear  me.    Oh  well,  the  test  is 
over  now.    Aooh!    A  ruler  was  just  stabbed  into  my  pages.    After  I  recover  from 
this  attack  I  am  tossed  back  into  my  desk.    I  shall  stay  here  for  about  three 
hours, 

I  am  now  taken  out  into  the  fresh  air  and  then  to  the-  school  bus.  Help! 
I  was  just  tossed  at  a  junior  in  the  back  of  the  bus.    Now  a  few  words  are  being 
said  by  the  bus  driver  and  I  am  handed  to  my  mistress.    It  is  h:00  p.m..  Since 
I  arrived  in  the  house  nothing  has  happened  to  me.    Last- night  the  assigned 
homework  was  done-a  most  unusual  occurrence.    The  results?'  It  was  all  wrong! 
xjum  Da  Dum  Dum! 

Marc i a  Merritt  •56 
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THE  BTrt  CAVE 


One  day  while  exploring,  I  came  upon  a  cave.    It  was 
of  unusual  proportions — the  like  of  which  I  had  never 
seen.    Approaching  cautiously,  I  crept  to  the  entrance 
and  peeked  inside.    I  entered  very  hesitantly.    The  roof 
and  sides  of  this  cave  were  red  tinged  with  white.  Stalactites 
varying  in  color  from  white  to  light  yellow,  hung  from 
the  top  making  a  semicircle.    I  was  so  interested  I  pushed 
in  farther.    On  the  floor  of  the  cave  a  thin  covering  of 
red  moss  prevailed.    Stalagmites  grew  from  the  uottora. 
These  were  the  same  color  as  those  that  hung  from  the 
roof:    and  from  what  I  could  gather,  they  were  of  the  same 
materials,    binding  that  the  cave  plunged  downward,  I 
was  scared  to  go  further,  so  I  went  for  my  friends  and 
equipment.    I  took  them  to  the  structure.    When  I  pointed 
it  out,  everyone  laughed. 

Mother  said,  "Dear,  that  is  no  cave  that  is  someone's 
mouth."    lou  see  I  am  a  fly  and  only  a  .few  weeks  old. 

Judy  Lawrence  %$6 


THE  WATERFALL 

Lovely,  shining,  silvery  spray, 
Rushing  on  through  night  and  day, 
Never  quiet,  never  still, 
Plunging  down  the  rocky  hill. 
When  I  play  or  while  I  sleep, 
You're  rushing  to  the  ocean  deep, 
But  in  my  dreams  I  hear  you  call, 
Lovely,  shining  waterfall. 

Nancy  Varner  '£6 


THE  SEAS 


Kilmer  writes  of  "Trees."    Joyce  Gilmour  prefers  the  "Seas." 


I  think  that  I  shall  never  see 
A  thing  more  lovely  than  the  sea 
Where  sea  gulls  wheel  above  the  crest 
Or,  weary,  light  to  take  their  rest. 
The  sea  that  goes  out  twice  a  day 
But  leaves  her  rhythm  here  to  stay; 
The  sea  that  does  in  morning  wear 
Diamonds  and  sunbeams  in  her  hair; 
Upon  whose  crest  the  boats  do  glide 
And  sail  across  the  ocean  wide. 
The  sea  that  in  a  storm  can  be 
The  greatest  foe  of  you  and  me. 
Words  are  made  by  men.  like  me 
But  only  God  can  make  a  sea. 
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NARRATIVE 


The  deer  moved  swiftly  through  the  woods.    I  aimed  carefully  and 
fired.    This  was  the  first  large  animal  that  I  had  shot  during  the  day. 
For  two  and  a  half  hours  I  had  been  shooting  small  game — rabbits, 
squirrels,  and  chipmunks.    Now  I  had  something  worth  while.    The  sun 
was  already  falling  below  the  horizon;  I  packed  my  camera  and  started 
over  the  miles  of  woodland  toward  home. 

Paul  W.  Robinson  x$$ 


WINGS  ON  HER  FEET 

I  knocked  on  the  door  of  a  room  in  a  large  New  York  building  on  Fifth  Avenue. 
From  inside  the  sound  of  dancing  could  be  heard,  but  my  ears  were  only  filled  with 
the  pounding  of  my  heart. 

"Come  in,"    said  a  gruff  voice. 

I  entered  a  room  lined  with  mirrors  and  bars.    Here  several  girls  and  boys 
were  working. 

"Change  in  there,"  was  the  order  I  received. 

The  small  adjoining  room  smelled  of  perspiration  and  practice  clothes  were 
strewn  about.    Two  girls  were  putting  on  ballet  slippers.    One  was  a  brassy 
blonde  who,  I  later  learned,  was  Helen.    The  other  was  Joyce,  a  small  frail 
girl,  who  smiled  when  I  entered. 

In  a  moment  I  was  back  in  the  studio  and  started  warming  up.    My  dream  had 
come  true.    At  last  I  was  training  with  Sergie  Diaghlev  who  was  the  greatest 
of  ballet  instructors.    His  mother  was  the  immortal  Alicia  Markova. 

"To  the  center,  you,  the  redhead."    That  was  my  first  meeting  with  Diaghlev. 

Work,  work,  and  more  work  followed.    If  our  knees  were  bent,  we  could 
expect  a  sharp  slap.    Many  days  I  could  hardly  walk,  my  legs  were  so  tired  and 
sore.    Often  men  would  visit  the  studio  to  audition  for  a  musical  or  ballet 
company.    Always  Jane  would  be  asked  to  dance.    Diaghlev  believed  no  one 
would  ever  equal  his  mother  but  favored  Jane  because  of  her  remarkable 
physical  resemblance  to  the  great  Markova. 

One  day  a  man  visited  the  studio  and  asked  for  three  girls.    All  were  to 

dance  one  night;  one  was  to  be  chosen  to  join  the  company.    After  everyone  had 

auditioned,  Helen,  Jane,  and  I  were  chosen.    I  was  thrilled  to  the  ends  of  my 
slippers.    However,  Helen  seemed  very  confident  that  sue  would.be  picked. 

For  many  weeks  we  rehearsed  the  parts,  and  then  the  night  of  great  expect- 
ation arrived.    We  were  assembled  on  stage  just  before  the  curtain  was' to  go  up. 
My  mind  was  a  blank.    Then  as  the  curtain  rose  my  feet  started  to  dance  for  some 
incredible  reason.    I  noticed  Helen  crowding  Jane  at  every  chance.    Jane's  face 
was  white  under  her  make-up. 

"Is  everything  all  right?"    I  asked. 

"I  think  I  hurt  my  foot  when  I  fell  over  some  scenery  backstage,"  she 
answered.    "Does  it  look  all  right?" 

I  glanced  down  and  saw  red  splotcnes  of  blood  on  her  slipper,  but  I  couldn't 
tell  her  that. 

"It  looks  fine,"    I  replied. 

At  one  point  in  the  ballet  Helen,  Jane,  and  I  had  to  leap  off  the  stage 
behind  some  scenery.    Helen  was  last,  and  as  she  jumped  she  deliberately  tried 
to  hurt  Jane.    Helen  landed  on  my  ankle  instead.    Just  then  Diaghlev  ran  over 
and  dragged  Helen  away  by  the  hair.    When  he  returned,  he  asked  me  to  take 
off  my  slippers  and  give  them  to  Jane,  as  her  shoes  were  covered  with  blood. 
This  meant  that  Jane  would  dance  the  solo,  and  1  sho  Id  be  out  of  the  ballet 
altogether.    My  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  I  stumbled  toward  the  stairs 
beside  Diaghlev. 


"Jane  needed  this  part,"  he  started  to  explain.    "She  is  not  strong 
but  she  should  by  no  means  fall  by  the  wayside  because  of  that  fact. 
Here  she  will  be  able  to  dance  in  the  corps  de  ballet  and  also  perform 
solos.    You,  my  dear,  were  meant  for  greater  heights.    Did  you  see  your 
name  on  the  program? 

I  searched  for  my  name,  Mario  Helvite,  but  could  not  find  it.  Then 
he  pointed  at  the  name  Mario  Markova. 

"But  Jane  looks  like  her,"  I  stammered. 

"Ah  looki    But  she  does  not  have  a  fire  burning  in  her  soul  that 
commands  creation.    This  you  possess  1" 

I  put  my  head  down  and  cried.    There  was  no  other  name  I  would 
treasure  more.    It  was  a  symbol,  a  goal  of  the  future. 

Just  then  a  stage  hand  came  to  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  tried  to 
get  by.    Diaghlev  would  not  move. 

As  the  man  sputtered,  Diaghlev  shouted,  "Someday  you  will  be  happy 
to  say  that  you  could  not  get  down  the  stairs  because  Mario  Markova  was 
sitting  on  them.    Someday  you  will  be  proud  to  say  it J" 

Joan  Mac  Far  lane 


FATAL  JOKE 

When  Bob  was  shipped  to  Korea,  Judy  Carle  was  left  alone  to  care  for  her 
family.  She  now  lavished  all  her  attention  and  love  on  five-months-old  Susan 
whom  Bob  had  never  even  seen. 

As  I  sat  in  their  living  room  baby-sitting,  I  suddenly  felt  aware  of  my 
responsibility.    The  baby  upstairs,  sleeping  so  peacfully,  was  Mrs.  Carle's 
sole  means  of  moral  support.    Only  through  the  child  was  she  able  to  keep  alive 
ner  hope  and  faith. 

Becoming  drowsy,  I  picked  up  the  evening  paper  and  began  the  funnies  when 
a  particular  headline  jumped  out  at  me. 

COLLEGE  BOY  KILLS  BABY —  A  good-looking,  freckle-faced  young  man,  pretending 
to  be  a  close  relative,  entered  a  house  in  a  Boston  Suburb  last  night.  The 
murderer  began  a  lively  conversation  with  the  baby-sitter.    They  were  chatting 
over  a  cup  of  tea  when  suddenly  the  visitor  grabbed  the  girl  and  gagged  and 
bound  her.    The  young  man  ran  upstairs,  killed  the  baby,  and  left  the  house. 
Police  have  sent  out  several  search  parties  in  search  of  this  maniac.    Be  on 
the  watch  for  he  is  still  at  large.  ^ 

My  stomach  began  to  churn.    I  just  couldn't  read  further.    It  was  absurd 
to  be  frightened,  but  just  supposing — 

There  was  a  sharp  rap  on  the  door, 

I  broke  into  a  cold  sweat.  The  objects  in  the  room  became  blurred  as  I 
forced  myself  to  the  door.  I  opened  it.  The  young  man,  perhaps  a  bit  older 
than  I  had  pictured,  fitted  the  description  perfectly. 

"Good  evening  Miss.    Is  Mrs.  Carle  home?" 

He  seemed  very  disappointed  when  I  told  him  that  she  wasn't  in.     "Well,  I'm 
an  old  school  friend  of  Mrs.  Carle's.    Could  I  come  in  and  talk  with  you?  I'll 
be  going  back  to  Chicago  tomorrow,  and  I'd  just  like  to  hear  how  Judy's  getting 
along. 

Not  wishing  to  alarm  him,  I  invited  him  into  the  living  room,  where  we"  sat 
down  and  began  to  talk. 
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Presently  I  said,  as  I  entered  the  kitchen,  "If  you'd  be  willing  to  wait, 
I'll  go  and  fix  some  tea."    My  first  plan  was  to  arm  myself  with  the  carving 
knife,  but  then  I  noticed  some  rat  poison  on  the  shelf.    When  the  water  was  hot 
I  filled  .the*  cups  and  carefully  stirred  a  generous  portion  of  the  deadly  powder 
into  his  tea.    It  calmed  my  nerves  somewhat  to  think  that  this  would  soon  put 
an  end  to  the  death  pattern  of  the  horrible  creature. 

"Ah,  this  is  the  best  cup  of  tea  I've  ever  had,"  the  young  man  praised. 

Yes,  and  also  your  last,  my  dear  friend,  I  thought  to  myself.    I  said,  "do 
you  have  a  family  awaiting  you  back  in  Chicago?" 

"Oh  yes, — wife  and  three  kids.    I  suppose  Mrs.  Carle  has  some  little  ones 
of  her  own  by  now?" 

"One  little  girl." 
"How  nice,    How  old  is  she?" 

"Let's  see — she'll  be  five  months  next  Monday." 
"Is  Susan  as  pretty  as  her  mother?" 
I  gasped.    "But  I  haven't  mentioned  her  name!" 

He  burst  out  laughing.    "Oh  darnj    I  slipped!    I  didn't  mean  to  tell  you 
this,  but  you  see  I'm  Bob  Carle.    My  ship  arrived  in  New  York  today.    I  flew 
straight  home  to  see  my  Honey,  but  when  I  found  you-  here  I  thought  I'd  have  a 
bit  of  fun  observing  my  little  family  through  your  eyes." 


Martha  Bailey  '55 


WINTER 


The  weather  is  crisp, 
The  nights  are  clearj 
Snow's  in  the  air 
Winter  is  here  I 


The  flowers  are  gone, 
The  grass  is  brown; 
Soon  the  snow 
Will  be  fluttering  down. 


With  winter  comes  Christmas, 
The  best  time  of  year, 
Again  we're  all  happy. 
Winter  is  here! 
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arley  Gilbert  '5)4 


mtly  on  the  limbs  of  the 
W  snow  flake  -  free  and 
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•  her  entrance,  someone 
to  escape  disaster.  A 


and  dancers  dream. 
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FAVORITE  SAYING  FAVORITE  SONG  OCCUPATION  DESTINATION 


joan  White 


I'm  sunk" 


BoVt,om 


at  ^° 

jamilla  Cranton  ^  gettin-  out  of  here"  ^Jjo 


Lyn 


Savagg 


"Come  on,  you  guys" 


Newport  R„i„ 


China 


Clifford  Hanson  ( 


Cut  it  out,  Savage" 


&At>        \  vjaAre"  Light 


Vie 


at 


tester"^  r°d 


TV  tower  of  Empire 
State  Building 


Paladium 


"Trombone  Toboe-pan" 

protege  of  Tommy 

Dorsey 


Mary  Wood 


3ryan  Reed 


"But,  but,  but....'  "Keep  it  Gay"  Taxi  Driver 


s«PerSonic„  »Too  Young' 


15.1 


Lois  Brovin   ^  „Gadsooks'  'm  „ 


I 'm  hungry" 


"I  'm  Hungry  for 
your  Kisses" 


Surveyer 


Key  Counter 
<  in  a  typewriter 
factory,, 


Millionaire 


Telephone  pole 


Stetson  Road 


Switzerland 


Fort  Knox 


26 


Shirley  Gilbert       "Oh,  Eolly"         "Moulin  Rouge"         Hog  c 


Metropolitan  Opera 
Comoanv 


Rita  Leavitt    "Somebody  g0ofed» 


"Lazybones"  ^Q 


^..Cannonball  Yodel" 


Carole  Farnsworth 


SOr] 


"He ' s  late  again" 


"My  Heart  Belong 
Jean  Joseph       "You're  not  too  bright"        to  Daddy"         Ter  ,u 

Inspector 

II  T*.   _ 

Lee  McKenney 


Torch  of  Statue 
of  Liberty 


New  York  harbor 


£  "Z"T«iiar  Ho"  "Mule  Train„ 


P^l  Robinson      "My  battery  -  s  low"     »IfgeW  Kick  out    Battery  Tester 


Sportsman's  Show 

sT^^V    Ye  Olde  Tavern 

\     yUling  Station  ^ 


Fay  Cavanagh 


3fe  j*"*      "-An»thinE  yo„  can  do, 
X  <?j.n  do  better 


Hometown,  U.S.. 


#Re  doesn't  say  much 
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PARRELL 
FUNERAL 
SERVICE 


Established  1820 

J.  L.  Wadsworth 

Puneral  Director 

01'fice  and  Chapel 
Central  Street,  Norwell,  Tel..  2 

Puneral  Home 
1  Summer  Street,  Cohasset 
Tel.  I4.-O20O 


28 


Official  Photographer 

FOR 

CLASS  OF  195H 
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Colton  Chevrolet 


5    SYtOOX     ST.  5OT0ATE 


SALL5  5QVICL 

"tdl.    Sou.  I5t 


Contractor  Builder 
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SNAPPIT 

service/  station 

ASSIN1PPI 


SAND 


GRAVLL 


JOSEPH  F.  PILALA5 

FRONT  DID  LOADL~R  -  LIGHT  GRADING 

G "RAVEL  PIT 
LOADLD     ON   TRUCK    OK       D ELL IVELPLD 

PEOSPEXT  -ST.   MGRWLLL  MASS. 


KLXP  SMILING 


>  9 


LOAM 


FILL 
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Rancje      cnndL      fuel  oil 

serv  i  c g. 
?hoY\e  Pock  land  1573      /4ssmippi ,  Mass. 
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Phone    Rockland  513-uu  Routed 
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SERVICE 

135  FRONT  ST.       TEL.  SCI.  \U\ 


lima  cobwo) 


Scituate  /^ass. 

Telephone  i 


¥ 


¥ 
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SERVICE  STATION       SPORT  SHOP 

CAMPEELL  BEOS. 


MAIN  ST 
NORWEIX  ,  M  ASS. 
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*            of  ' 

Rockland  Inc. 
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Tel.  T?ocklcmd  en 

HOME 

BAKERY 

qOJrHOMl  SlkLLI 
bdlUAiL  HARBOR. 

S  HOLS 

*s»  rRon 
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ROCKLAND  ,  MASS 

River  Street 
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GO&SAGES 
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am  eras     Qr?cl~^/?do  ^Supp//t 
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5C11UATL  HARBOR 
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tci  cpunNt  err- 1 ti  i atc.  i7nn  \ a/ 

FAUL  YDUNQ 

illADOQ  HQ  oh   T*°  /~  <^t~rl  rSr*»r-vl<c. 

CJy-eetitfcj  cards 

FIR5T      PARISH  TtDAD 

5  C  ITU  ATE  MA55. 

id  eaut  y  Shop 

FRUII  5P0T 

FANCY  FRUIT 

V/rfTT  A  pi  r  e 
VLbLl AoLLo 

nn  FRONT  ST   TFL  ll'iW 

SCITUATE  HARBOR 

Scttua+e  Harbor 
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fianty  and.  Arthur 
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FF5X\UE\MT 


5  C  ITU  ATE 
HARBOR 


TLL.  SC\.  mi7 
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Perry  h  Osborn 

TRUCKING  «^  TRACTOR  WORK 
TEL.  NORWELL  127 

JOSEPH'S  GARAGE 

PONTIAC 

SALES  —  SERVICE  —  PARTS 

ComplnrnerVts  of 

FIRST 

NATI 0  NAL 

STORES 

^^^^^^ 

ScrUale  Mass 

Repairs  on  all  makes  of  Gars 

WELDING 
BODY  and  FENDER  WORK 
GULF  PRODUCTS 

Main  Street                        Telephone  Norwell  71 
NORWELL  MASS. 
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OTIS 

MARKET 

TEL.  5CI.  333 

front  S"k         ScituoJe  Harbor 

BEAUTY  SHOPPE. 
Tel.  SCI.  55 

Scrfuafe  Harbor, Mass. 

HARBOR  BARBER 

SHOP 

Ladies^  and      Cjeyvhs  '  HaiTcuttmc} 

We      SF£CIALIZ£     in  children 

haircv/ttmcj 

1 1 5.  Fron-f  S~h      Sci+uate  Harbor 

UBBSZ 

rikcuy 

RT.    3  NORWeuU 

^**o  y~np  Css*    i  <*»  fix* 

TA\A/M    HI  IMD 

1  UVVI N  rUI  1  r 

5CITUATE  JEWELERS 

o 

C*/<Z  a  77 s  e  r~s 

\ 

•^■■>         v^ciiuciTe.  ncvTDor 

+el  ~  5c i.  500 

NorweH 
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NEWS  AGLNCY 


LdecL  to-  de&vez,  you*  f>aper 


Noridell 


Tel. 


188 


Compliments  of 
COTE'S     SHOE  STORE 

Featuring 

"Poll  Parrott"  and  "Edwards" 
shoes  for  boys  and  girls 


"Red  Cross"  and  "Modecraft" 
shoes  for  women 


"E.  T.  Wright"  and  "John  Lucy" 
shoes  for  big  boys  and  men 


Quality  shoes  for  the  whole  family 
and 

•    always  a  perfect  fit 


COTE'S     SHOE  STORE 
317  Union  Street 
Rockland,  Massachusetts 


MCDONALD'S 

MOTOR  SERVICE- 
wash  1 N  GTON  ST  fcOUTE 
NORWELL  MASS. 


fRONT  STREET  SAIL  5 


AND 


5ERVICLC0  INC 


SALE  5  SERVICE 


SCITUATE  HAR£>0R  MASS. 
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